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On that far blue mountain, where longing comes to longing, 
look for me— 
       
Bob Gold (1943-2005) 
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I. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
2 
Marbles 
                                        
I find myself, five or six, crouched  
In the tawny gravel of summer twilight, 
At the edge of a circle we redrew  
Each evening, to mark what was inside,  
From what was out.  
 
I want to whisper into the soft hallways 
Of his hearing— “Listen, you are going 
To lose your marbles.” I want to tell him  
That he is going to lose, and lose again.   
And that there is no other way. 
 
But the world is still full. My father's  
Voice billows out of a blue doorway,  
Calling us in for supper. So instead,  
I bend low beside him, I say— “Listen,  
We are going to play for keeps.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
3 
Song 
 
He awoke to the frenzied calling of coyotes, rising and falling,  
in the winter dark. At that hour, they must have been hunting  
through the canyons of Douglas fir, and, listening to the shrill 
wobble of echo and re-echo, he thought he could see the shape  
their singing made. The quick radiance of it, peeling upward,  
like the first tangle of thought— laughter and desolate wail. 
Then he was both the man listening and the shape of the singing. 
Many voices were bounding on many feet. The feet were sound,  
and bronze, and round. Song was the game they were chasing.  
Play was the shape of the making. So he could be both. Both 
the man listening and also the bounding of the shape; the self 
and what’s outside the self— the singing. He followed the song 
to the edge of his hearing, and pressed his ear against the deep,  
and almost understood he made the dark he heard, by listening. 
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Form of Emptiness 
 
A black chalice, then mirrored faces appear. 
First one, then the other, then the other. 
It's elusive— slippery, visually, 
seeing the two  
 as one.  
An odd law  
of extremes: 
emptiness  
and  
form  
                                                                   are so 
perfectly  
 bound,  
 it's hard not to parse 
 the figure from the ground. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
5 
Not Spaciousness, So Much As Groundlessness 
 
 
Liminal                        various  
 
in the dim                   beneath   
 
there is                           shape    
 
to each         Echo          arrow                      
 
ache                         glaze and  
 
weight                  that    shape               
 
Anchor light             O needle  
 
to pick                through river        
 
thicket                        &  what             
 
we know of it            the heart 
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The Only Known Photograph Of God 
 
If I said, desire’s asymptote is one part honey, three parts oblivion.  
If I said, the surface was patterned with punctual forgetting. 
Or simply, this body was an indelicate bandage. 
 
If I said, heedless, to siphon that ragged of laughter. 
If I said, the sky calibrates its instruments, leaf by veined leaf.  
Or maybe, loss so thick it split demarcation. 
 
If I said, stuck deciphering collapse into bright racket. 
That the shorthand for contiguous was metaphor. 
 
 
* 
 
We had prepared for all contingencies. 
When we arrived the gate was open. 
It soon became apparent to many of us 
the gate had always been open; 
the one contingency we had failed to plan for. 
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10/31 
 
Andrew and I are drinking a bottle of Jim Beam 
on the steps of his porch. 
 
I am Tiny Tim, and he is the Sorcerer’s Apprentice; 
 
an electric blue Snuggie, safety pinned into a smock,  
a dunces cap from construction paper. 
 
He has been thinking about suicide again.  
 
The streetlight is umber. “We will never be great,”  
he says, “you know that, right?” 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
8 
Ode to Joy 
 
When life feels like an ache inside the mind, 
or like a fear, too loud and close to hear; 
when, disappointed for the hundredth time, 
 
I want to say that finally I admit— 
but honestly it’s less than that, at best 
I half-remember what I soon forget— 
 
that longing has no end, and that the ruse, 
which it deploys (a shiny thing called joy) 
is just the knot that cinches up the noose. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
9 
Failed Love Poem, 
Or The Light Between Their Bodies Had Twelve Words For Time 
 
I. 
 
Years later, hiking alone, he would recognize that same luster  
bending from the milk and azure petals of a Columbine, faintly  
iridescent, spangling a steep field of talus, itself the color  
of burnt cinnamon, and the image of her— freckled shoulders,  
a wisp of smile while she slept, what she tasted like— would  
come flooding back like the swollen river a thousand feet below, 
marbled with snowmelt, silent in the early summer heat. 
 
* 
 
Lying next to her, in the bedroom’s pale dark,  
he is so close to his own life— the swift, brassy,  
unexpected taste of it— he can almost see the doorway  
that her body makes. 
 
* 
 
They have been making love.   
He is gazing at her gazing back at him 
from across, what seems to him, 
a very narrow abyss. He understands  
that the way in — to what he thinks of,  
gingerly, as the swift current 
of the world — is to let go.   
 
He does not let go. 
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II. 
 
Her face gives off the kind of light that lifts, near dawn,  
from the windless mirror of an alpine lake,  
 
which he is peering into. A look of puzzlement, or intrigue,  
rippling across the cool surface of his own reflection,  
 
and under that — he hasn’t noticed yet — quivering  
along the sandy bottom, black, scintillant flecks  
 
of some buried grief, or, whatever it is desire is sculpted from,  
and which, in any case, there is no name for. 
 
* 
 
There should have been directions, some way of knowing  
how to pass through the tangle of corridors.  
 
There should have been a way forward 
when you looked back at your own image, and saw nothing,  
 
nothing, except a simple reflection— a little water, a little light,  
coalescing in the moment long bloom of a consciousness.  
 
There should have been a way of turning toward your lover  
or the world, in whatever language you had, to say: “Yes.” 
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II. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
12 
Midsummer, Berlin 
                   — an abundance of light. 
 
It spills over the rail tracks. 
 
      It canters down the street. 
 
And you could see, just like anyone, how it flooded  
 
the long caverns of evening. How there was nothing  
 
the light did not touch. 
 
          So that it spoke to you calmly, at first. 
 
Over and over, it said,  
     you will never escape this. 
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IN THE GARDENS OF SANSSOUCI 
 
I. The Woods In Germany 
 
You couldn’t tell where the story ended and the world began. 
 
So that walking back to the cottage from the lake,  
he said later, “Everything began to seem fictional.” 
Above him, the white panicles of flowering chestnuts,  
which, in early summer, on that far edge of evening,  
looked like lanterns in the darkening corridors of the night.  
It gave him the impression of being a character, 
and he said that he had savored the mild indulgence of it,  
half-imagining himself as some stone-faced woodcutter,  
collecting nettles for a soup. The last ember of day  
was fading over the lake, a few stars were trickling  
into place, and for a moment he couldn’t tell who he was— 
not, he said, that there wasn’t a difference between  
his imagining of the character and his imagining of himself,  
but that, “they had both seemed arbitrary, and equally 
believable.” He began to think that the self was a story, 
and that the story made a kind of path through the mind,  
through its wooded and innumerable rooms. But then, 
remembering that these were the same woods 
from which the fairy tales had been taken, he said  
it struck him as so exquisitely callow, to have cast  
their own, once removed image back onto himself,  
that later he wasn’t sure whether it was the abrupt,  
self-abasing quality of that realization, or the mosquito 
biting him on the nape of his neck, that had yanked him 
back into himself, so suddenly, he almost thought  
he could hear something in the green darkness laughing. 
And by then, he had missed the path that forked back  
to the cottage through the woods. 
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II. We Were All A Long Way From Home 
Berlin, 2013 
 
Most of us were scrambling to get by. At the language school,  
in the sunny rec room of a church, a design student from Dublin  
would be asking a dancer from Tokyo which bars were hiring.  
Or a good friend, who was, as she said, “Not Spanish, Catalan,” 
and had worked as a film producer in Barcelona, looked after  
the children of seven families.  
 
Then it was August, and a late heat wandered into the city.  
One morning, we woke early to catch the regional Bahn  
to a lake, abandoned East German concrete plants blurring  
into a sunlit flush of linden, and strobing rows of pine. Later,  
wading out into the long shallows of the lake, one of us,  
I can’t remember who, mentioned the idea of ‘home.’ 
 
The blue distance of the afternoon, drifting across the water; 
the shore, strewn with picnic blankets, the naked bodies 
of sun-bathers beneath unhurried dialects of green. In all of it,  
a quality of light that reminded me of pointillist paintings, 
as if the light had grown tired of itself, and worn through  
to a lucid grain of perception. 
 
The girl from Catalonia spoke last. She had grown up  
on her family’s olive orchard in the Pyrenees, and she said, 
a mixture of hurt ruthlessness uncoiling through her voice, 
“For me, there is no home-ness left in home. My country  
is dead.” And having paused to look for words, “Home,” 
she went on firmly, “home was something in childhood.” 
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III. In The Gardens Of Sanssouci 
 
A story like that prefers the dark. It prefers the subterranean chambers  
of memory and rot. But this morning, I can hear it rustling through the vines—  
 
glinting, with its one wild eye, along the terraced walls, trellised with Riesling; 
something husk-like, trailing itself across the palace gardens.  
 
And if I stand still enough, I can hear its voice— the story of Fredrick,  
before he was Fredrick The Great. 
 
The story of how he tried to flee his father's kingdom. How he was caught.  
And made to watch his friend, who had agreed to help him, 
 
beheaded for their crime. It's the one where the world is full of pain and terror,  
and yet, some shimmering remains— that if you can't see the shimmering, 
 
you're dead. Years later, after he had conquered Poland, and united Prussia, 
he did not want to be reminded of Berlin, of his father, and his father's court.  
 
That is why the palace is in Potsdam. That is why he named it Sanssouci—  
'the place without worry.'  
 
But this morning, under the blue dome of August, the story keeps changing itself, 
“The friend was a lover. He meant to return, and kill his father.” 
 
It keeps twisting there, under that bright spine of summer, until it scrawls  
a doorway into the garden's dark earth. There's a knock somewhere. 
 
And I enter. 
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Boredom 
 
     That wide threshold 
     Between inattention 
 & the luminous afternoon 
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The Fall 
 
A wind dismantling bright trees— 
Scales shaken loose 
From some earthly, improbable creature. 
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Static 
 
That was the fall I moved to New England, 
and the fall never came. The leaves never blazed 
into splendors of ochre and mottled russet, 
but just turned brown one weekend and fell off.  
I would walk home along the wide avenue 
filling with dusk, and would hear, or thought I heard,  
wisps of poems gathering in blurred tones  
above the clustered blooms of brake lights, 
gathering and crackling, like static  
from some cosmic station broadcast in the sound  
of broken leaves scattering across concrete. 
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Everywhere It Is Autumn 
 
In those years, I was mainly preoccupied with refusing  
what I had begun to think of as the sentimentality of despair,  
and that was because I had spent so much time embroiled in it.  
At some point, I just decided that there had to be something else.  
Otherwise, what was there, really, to keep you  
from jumping off a bridge, and washing your hands  
of what still seemed, to me at least, mostly comprised of boredom,  
loneliness, and a nebulous fear. 
 
Where was I? What was it I meant to say? 
Something about what keeps us from our lives: 
 
My brother. The anger that flared inside his chest  
was strangled grief, some violent offering to a shadow  
that draped itself in burnished and distended memories  
of her. The same anger that turned, eight years later,  
into the sound of a man pounding on the outside  
of his own life. 
 
And something also about what binds us to our lives: 
 
The woman I still loved, though, by then, I think 
I knew she had begun to love someone else, and 
that she knew I knew. Her mother, sick for decades,  
suddenly was very sick. And she would call me,  
sometimes, late at night to tell me how scared she was,  
and that none of it was fair. I remember thinking 
that I didn’t know whether to hope her mother—  
my father had already died, I thought that maybe  
if we shared that bond— no, it wasn’t that, my father’s  
death had sculpted me, had sharpened who I was— 
I thought I had to make a choice between the pain  
I didn’t want for her and the meaning of my own.  
And in the moment after, how utterly deluded, even  
despicable, it seemed, as though that single thought  
were the basis of whole tomes of argument against  
my own existence.  
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And something, at the end of it, about what lifts us 
from ourselves: 
 
Her mother, who used to sway through the living room  
all morning. She said she heard wisps of music, 
and would rock there, back and forth, at the edge  
of her own life, in a powder blue bathrobe — 
her favorite blonde wig on the kitchen countertop. 
 
And so, I think the refusal of despair was really  
the faint beginning of the belief in my own ability to live, 
which, up until that point, I hadn’t been sure of,  
sure that I wouldn’t drown in the constant plungings 
of my own grief, I had so furiously tried not to feel. 
 
And this morning at my desk, glancing out the window,  
for a moment – did I imagine it? – that dull, accumulated 
ache, it felt, somehow, less personal. It was autumn,  
and I could almost hear the great gears of the light  
shudder, and begin to change. 
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Surely, This Must Be The End 
 
But why haven't the lights come up?  
And where is the rising thunder of applause? 
 
The curtains, shouldn't they have fallen 
like red velvet waterfalls,  
pouring from the black rafters of night? 
 
Surely, this must be the end. 
 
But no one is smiling triumphantly. 
No one is joining hands, 
nor stepping forward for a final bow. 
 
And where are flowers 
being hurled from the dark? 
 
Surely, this must be the end. 
 
But Act V Scene XIX keeps droning on 
like an uncle who's taken up birding. 
 
And in the endless hallways  
the dressing rooms are empty! 
No one is peeling off her face. 
No one is blinking in the sudden light. 	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The Secret Language of the Night 
 
Again, the dead have begun  
lowering thick ropes of night 
into the liquid of my voice.  
Again, I am on my knees again; 
the vessel was frail, the signal, 
too sparse. I have abandoned 
this endeavor with nothing 
but a cruel name, which unfurls 
its black, submarine wings  
like the shadow of a man, swaying 
at the bottom of a swimming pool. 
It’s the same name the wind keeps  
tangling across the scuffed,  
turquoise surface of the water.  
This water, I mean. The water 
that creases and unfolds; 
The name that is cipher and key. 
If you stand far enough from the dark,  
it’s a ransom note, written  
in the secret language of the night.  
If you stand far enough from the light,  
it’s the prayer of a woman  
unfastening her plaster of Paris mask,  
lifting it like a hand mirror,  
and gazing back into that inscrutable  
and fugitive white.  
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Yield 
 
We traffic in delusion. My revenge  
was choral, amaranth, mosaic. Again,  
someone has taken a luminous pencil 
and shadowed each branch with cold silk. 
I don’t want to invariably seek reasons. 
Sometimes you can walk for hours.  
You can window-shop the tide pools 
for lunar fronds and involute bouquets.  
I think the soul must be like that. 
It must need the right conditions to unfurl 
in its flesh-tasseled finery. As when 
snow embalms the city in alien silence. 
As when we step through the ruptured  
pigment of daylight, and we are  
only as we are, no different— somehow  
become reverence, cymbal, figment.  
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The Garden Of Earthly Delights 
 
 
Sun-grained parasols, river shade, white sails. 
 
The charnel house riots through quiet doors. 
 
Then come the harlequins of strenuous desire. 
 
Blind fingers roughen the mind’s reflection. 
 
Discrete inquiry thickens in descending figures. 
 
The prodigal, looted of possible escape routes. 
 
 
* 
 
The mountain then, with its green fullness 
like the word, ‘Origin,’ outcroppings of yerba santa, 
the riparian scent of bay laurel at a muddied trailside, 
was meant to figure her naked body, indolent, 
spilling into the shadows of conifer, and he,  
walking through that same afternoon, stood, 
I suppose, for first wounding and subsequent desire. 
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                Spring 
 
        Even the potatoes 
Sprouting in the cellar’s dark 
          Seem to know 
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Easter Monday 
                                             And then, 
 
one morning, riding the train, 
whistling through the gray blue dawn, 
 
there it is again. 
 
What you longed for, and endlessly  
refused— 
 
music you thought had forgotten you.      
 
No distant station. No earned reward.  
Ordinary music— heard, 
 
then not,                    then heard again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 	  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  	  
27 
